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CONTEMPORARY PUNK MUSIC — by Seb Choe 


Cast on your hot dice 

as you play with your netflix instantly. 
thought i was a biomystic, 

but my terrain of thought decoded the true 


‘dendrites of the day’. 


the sent/seen dichotomy of our conversation 
taught me to wait up til 6:85am, 
thinking about getting a body high tattoo, 
introducing myself to your christian dad 
as he listens to bon iver and scrolls through memes. 
no man had tasted CONTEMPORARY PUNK MUSIC 
for eighty years. 
the wells had dried up and so had the people. 
but a day later i entered your chamber of convince, 
startling your cryptic glitch acrylic. 
you got comfortably close to me, 
you unleashed my freak truth 


and furied my caustic clothes. 


but then you bleached your hair, 
we reentered that psycho vehicle, 
and i became just another girl 
with dissociative identity disorder. 


telling my friends what a pathological liar i can be. 
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CONGRATS 


CANADA,ON TOUR GRADUATION 


WE'RE SO PROUD oF ‘ou! 
GOOD LUCK NEXT YEAR! 
fove, Mom, Dad; farammny, Grampy, 


‘a (Ruby), Lynsey 


_ thank you so much for 
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_-Seremy Walked into the gard ile Garden watched. He however 


was mildly occupied in that while ex g the underbelly of the Plymouth 
estate, three seagulls had encountered him in his short pursuit and had 
questioned him as to his immediate motives being there. Replying that he 
had been sent by the Senate House Senate the duck replied knowingly that 
the marshes were swamped this time of year. 

Howard, realizing the plight of his foremost guest shook his head 
and held his chin where his thing gray goatee met skin. Hmmmm. Gray 
skinny suit and hand on his hip his gaze was ferocious. This was not the 
normal Mr. Borlet though. He had been seized by some terrible affliction of 
late that came in and out in swings, like a tug of war between @ popsicle and 
a match. This was why Edgar Jeremy, head of the Senate House Senate, was 
here today to pay him a visit. And there would be no dilly-dally in the 
matter. Feeling his usual grief and guilt turn into mild dulling of the senses, 
he did not lower his gaze or apologize to the currently senseless servants. 

Ah my friend, you are so welcome. Step inside and have yourself 
some tea. I'll fetch it for you myself. What witch craft lay in this house 
Edgar did not know. He peered through the wooden beams under the roof of 
the ceiling and through the thin insulation boards and fluff that lay around 
them. This is a home, he thought (should I call him Dennis?). 

Dennis was his nickname around the farm. Whenever he visited they 
called him as such, even the middle aged black woman with long hair and a 
large midsection, Contrary to popular belief however, she was beautiful on. 
the inside in the Way that some corrupted pitiful in pretensions life coach is. 
It spit out its sharp decree into the greens and browns and blues of the earth. 
Cross, my cross, in the dark black earth, 

On Sundays he would walk with his big feet across the bottom of the 
plains looking for a fish to eat but at times this was not adequately supplied 
by the duck people (perhaps geese, though surely not swan people) who 
would come with their breadbaskets of perfectly cooked breads, those not 
swan people geese people with their short squatty legs and fake flat wings 
that they'd prosthetic to themselves and their flat nubs. 

“Bonjour, bonjour ah men a touis, au tre vu ne mi ai hauch" (this is 
of course invented French, done so naturally and organically while still at 


\\ 


the same time avoiding colloquialism and also while fighting off a giant 
black spider with purple stripes that would shoot down on their spot by the 
dark depths of the creek on their shallow ledge. This fake French 
successfully ads to the lo-fi feel of the writing piece by being subtle while 
still available and accessible in answer upon further examination.) 

A blonde woman caresses a peach-colored lion on white sheets and it 
is beauty, violent and raw and terrible and romantic and feminine. This is 
art? This is love? Today the world is peach colored. Tomorrow it will be 
white. Our world is set in a peaches and cream color scheme and it's all her 
fault, you know that ideal of liberty of which I address publicly. P B.L. 1. 
Pink and white words, Publicly, light pink, 
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This peach pink, 
Pink. 
Pink. 
Pink 


Baking starch on the next land over, in the dark yellow house next 
door sleep beckons. I must depart. It is beckoned (pink) from Atlas as he 
slowly descends rightward on the spinning hamster wheel of the dark navy 
nightening world. It is night, he says. It is night. Good night. 


- Graham Johnson 


MY LOVE LETTER to OUTKAST - KX 
by bee 


It’s 2006, I’m 13, and the world is small, condensed into a terrain of familiar 
neighborhoods, faces, and songs. I am just starting to like rap— I download Ludacris and 
NWA songs off Limewire to play on computer speakers. My best friend Rachel knows 
more about music than I do. She has a massive collection of CDs that she keeps in a big 
black case. Whenever her mom drives us to the mall, Rachel shoves CD after CD into her 
mom’s face, demanding her to play them. There’s Nine Inch Nails, Pixies, Sonic Youth 
and the Misfits. Then, one time, Rachel pulls out a CD that I’ve never seen before. It’s 
Outkast’s Best Of collection. I listen to “Crumblin’ Erb” for the very first time sitting in 
the backseat of that musty minivan, not realizing that this was the same group behind one 
of the biggest singles of the past few years, “Hey Ya.” This is something else entirely. 
Rachel’s mom disapproves of the lyrics. “Why do they have to use that kind of language?” 
“God!! They’re telling a story,” I don’t quite understand the lyrics, but I feel the power of 
the way they sound anyway, their intricacy and their candor. 


Let me dig into your brain, folks falling like rain 
Poverty got me selling thangs, guess I’m gon’ explain 


It’s the same song I think of years later when I smoke weed with my new friends in the 
parking lot behind my high school before first period. We are stoned in U.S. History and 
Mr. Riolo is yelling at the whole class because we all did poorly on last week’s pop quiz. 
He speaks about our potential, our fortune, our futures. “You are privileged to live in one 
of the greatest countries in the world!” Some kid in the back mumbles something about 
how our Mr. Riolo is a faggot. “You are going to be running America one day! Stop 
screwing up!” : 


There’s only so much time left in this crazy world 
I’m just crumblin’ erb, I’m just crumblin’ erb 


Every vivid memory seems to have taken place in cars, in that enclosed space that 
shuttles you from nowhere to somewhere, from the comfort of home to the murky 
unknown. In Outkast’s video for “Southernplayalisticadillacmuzik”, teenage Andre 3000 
raps from his convertible, describing his familiar city, blind to the crazy ride ahead. The 


It’s only in the song “A Life in the Day of Benjamin Andre” where he’s old enough to 
finally look back at his journey with crystalline vision, seeing from atop his cloud of 
fame and wisdom, a thrilling, tragic, and breathing whole. That is the song that my ex 
friend Rachel could rap from start to finish while we rode in the car to Pizza Hut. It’s a 
song both about a relationship from start to finish & the limitations words have to render 
such a relationship in all its intensity and meaning. 
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You kinda fast for that fella in class who used to draw 
And never said much cause half of what he saw 


Was so far from that place you wanna be 


That words only fucked it up more, follow me 
Are you starting to gather what I’m getting at? 


On the subway I sometimes listen to Aquemini, especially the title track, and I delude 
myself into believing this song is talking to me. I think of the people I’ve known whose 
days of being popular and carefree have long washed away (even the sun goes down, 
heroes eventually die), the kids who counted on promises that weren’t kept (horoscopes 
often lie), the invincibility my high school friends and I once felt, the bliss of which still 
echoes in dream&memory before fading again (nothing is Sor sure nothing is for certain 
nothing lasts forever). 


Me and Rachel aren’t friends anymore and one of the last things she sent me was a 
dramatic Myspace message with the lyrics to “A Life in the Day of Benjamin Andre.” So 
I wince when I hear it sometimes. Other times, it’s okay. “Speakerboxxx/The Love 
Below” was a testament to the fact that it can all eventually rip at the seams. It doesn’t 
negate the other things— the dumb jokes, old notes and songs. Through the music that 
one small second of unity is captured, a snapshot which gestures at something beautiful. 
Let's look deeper than that 

Are you an Outkast? 

If you understand the principles and fundamental truths contained within this music 
You probably are.... 

Now look at yourself, are you an Outkast? I know I am 

As a matter of fact, fuck being anything else ee 

-..But what do my experiences have anything to do with what Big Boi and Andre talk 
about? (Maybe there’s nothing). What the fuck do I know about this music? (Again, 
maybe nothing). 


You fix it up//you trick it out//you give it rims//you ive it bump//you give it all your time 
because that’s all you can think about 


And that’s as far as I got [ { 
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A bunch of Columbia kids walk into a bar in Whitesburg, Kentucky. This 
sounds like the start of a shitty joke but it’s not! Bear with me you guys. So we get to 
this bar at around 9:30, after about an hour and a half of driving. The place is called 
Summit City, a nod to the mountains that put the Appalachian region on the map. When 
we walk in, the lights are so bright that they feel as though they are preventing vision 
instead of enabling it. The room is pretty sparsely populated, so things are not looking to 
promising at this point. We did get there on time. But hey, it’s open mic night and we 
are all pretty thirsty for a ~night out~ in the thriving metropolis of Whitesburg, a town of 
about 2,000 people. At this point, I’m looking forward to a pleasant night with some new 
friends, and not really thinking about open mic music, or really anything beyond the 
underage alcohol consumption logistics in rural eastern Kentucky. OK. Whatever. 

So we walk into this bar, the aforementioned blinding lights going full blast. 
The locals in the room all seem to know each other, and we are very clearly out of place. 
A Very Old Man is playing a banjo on the stage, cool. Nobody’s really paying attention. 
After a while of standing in the corner in our own group like big dorks, we order some 
beers at the bar. The bartender has a kind of fuzzy looking black mustache and is 
wearing an Ed Hardy trucker hat and a shirt of a Christian rock band whose name fails 
me now. Oh man do! feel far away from home. I am a maximum asshole have yet to be 
divorced from my preconceptions about life in what seems like the absolute center of 
nowhere. We feel different. So we order some beers and go outside to smoke ci garettes 
and talk about The Giver because we can’t take the insane lighting and palpable tension 
in the air. 

When we go back inside the lights have been dimmed to a reasonable level and 
the room seems to have filled up a little. We make some small talk with the people in the 
bar, most of whom are pretty friendly. Things start to pick up when some dudes start 
playing some dancey folk jams and pitchers of beer seem to come from nowhere. The 
shift in the locals’ perception of us from a bunch of loser strangers to a sort of cool 
novelty has begun. A kid in my group gets up on the stage to sing sand play some guitar, 
and the divide between our group and the rest of the people in the room fades, Everyone 
in the bar starts hanging out like we actually know each other. People are dancing 
furiously to the music, and nobody cares who they’re dancing or talking with, as long as 
the music is playing. Upbeat shrills of fiddles fill the air, and an white-haired lady 
attempts to teach me how to dance “properly.” 

In between sets we make empty promises to bring all our new friends back to 
DC with us, where everybody thinks we’re from. Out back we are taught how to quit 
smoking and offered piercings and stick and poke tattoos from Shannon, a flamboyantly 
intoxicated “Suicide Girl,” an advocate of people who want to “be different” in the 
socially oppressive small town life of rural Kentucky. The open mic ends and some 
corporate country music can be faintly heard from inside the bar. That doesn’t matter at 
this point. We leave to go on our long drive back to the interstate park we’re staying in, 
having made vague commitments to stay in touch and to continue hanging out at the bar 
until our stay is over. We get back in the car, contempt in the realization that we may 
never see these people again, but also feeling like the something small was accomplished 
by just hanging out for a few hours and letting details of life and lifestyle become 
irrelevant. 


by Mary Constant 


1b 


YRV Yad UW Ur 
WBAR has been 


Two-hour time slots, in-studios, MD meetings, cut & 
paste fliers, a sweet new website, shirts & totes, 
the Hive, the Oval, the soundboard catching fire, 
free cake at Zine Fair, free cake at a vegan 
restaurant, 212-854-4773, that mysterious powder 
falling from the ceiling of the office, the best 
people in the world. 


Goths on campus, Dam Funk's set going up in smoke, 
Lelf inaugurating Columbia Music Festival, Midnight 
Magic tearing the Diana down, WBANGERZ packing 
Vareli, Calvin Johnson wearing flip-flops, Noah 
Baumbach breaking our overhead light and not fixing 
ia. 


Printing shirts in the Coop, battling cockroaches and 
rats for dominance of Reid 003, lounging under the 
magnolia tree in bloom, walking in on someone naked 
in-studio, taking shots in the mail room, meeting a 
guy on OKCupid then realizing he played BBO in 2012, 
winning tickets to a show where a man punches you in 
the jaw then gives you $1 as an apology. 


The past four years have been phenomenal and I can't 
wait to see what WBAR is in the future. You're all 
beyond. I'll miss you. 


Stay weird WBAR 


luv u forever 
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I know P’ve been changed 
Whoa, I know I’ve been changed 
I know I’ve been changed 
Angels in heaven done signed my name 


WBAR Soundboard. 2011 (wp), and 2014 (bottom) 
by Doe Buec fev 
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